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tree grows grey with lichen, and the old men who wandered
in drifted about like ghosts. A great mound of corn was
heaped to a height of six feet in the nave. The monastery
receives corn and oil from Cairo, the product of the monastery
property at Tanta, in the Delta.

The church was divided by the wooden screens common
to all Coptic churches, and one end was occupied by the
customary three altars. In a recess on the left I was shown
the bodies of St. Maximus and St. Domatius, sewn up in
leather bolsters, and also the relics of a saint with the strange
name of " Moses the Robber."

Passing through a door at the end of the church, I entered
the most venerable-looking room imaginable: it was lighted
by openings in the bays of the vaulted roof, and a stone
table over fifty feet long and four feet wide occupied the centre.
A stone bench ran the length of the table and there was a
stone lectern at the end of the room. This was the refectory.
Plaster was peeling from the walls, dust and dirt had collected
everywhere, and the table was piled with lumps of rock salt
and a mass of round brown objects as hard as brick, which
might have been bread

When I asked if it was bread, the abbot took up a handful
of the brown stones and pressed them on me, telling me to
soak them in water as the monks did. That is how St.
Anthony ate his bread sixteen centuries ago, and St.
Ai-hanasius, in mentioning this, explains that it was the
Egyptian custom to bake at one time enough bread for a
whole year. That the monks of Egypt should still eat this
hard bread, and flavour it with rock salt, precisely as the
first hermits did, is surely an astonishing piece of conservatism.

We next entered the kasr, crossing the drawbridge and
climbing a massive stone staircase. The two floors of the
tower are occupied by a number of vaulted chambers, most
of them empty, some in pitch darkness, and many of them
badly in need of repair. The most interesting is a chapel
dedicated to Michael the Archangel, which, I was -told, is a
feature of all monastery keeps. On the roof of the keep is a small
cell built about twenty years ago for the last of the hermits,
a monk called Serabamum, a grand survival of the Egyptian
name Serap-amun, Lake a true hermit, the monastery did